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It was stormy and dark. And this time it was outside. Weather to match how Roger felt inside for once. He 
foolishly thought he would somehow feel closer to some kind of life force. Feel close to something. How wrong 
he was. But at least it wasn't as bright in the bedroom now. Roger couldn't stand the sunlight lately..or any 
kind of light at all. Everything had to be dark There was darkness everywhere he turned. Darkness in his mind, 
his soul, his heart. Sometimes Roger didn't even think he had a heart. He could feel it pulsating in his 
chest..sometimes. If he became angry. Other than that, he really couldn't tell it was there. 


Darkness in Roger's relationships, friendships. He had no girlfriend or wife. He had been there, done that, and it 
completely tore him to pieces. Darkness in the band.problems that maybe really were caused by Roger. Maybe. 
Maybe he wasn't being fair to David. Maybe he was too hard on Rick Nick..sometimes he forgot Nick was even 
there. They all were probably fine in the studio without him right now as these thoughts raced through his 
head. More than fucking fine, really. 


During Roger's most vulnerable times, if he's completely honest with himself, he feels the most guilty about 
Rick. How Roger treats him. How he speaks to him. David could take whatever Roger threw at him. Fuck, David 
just gave it right back to him. But Rick.Rick looked genuinely and incredibly hurt whenever Roger lashed out at 
him. "Lashed out"..no, Roger was out and out abusive towards Rick at times. Roger's cheeks burned and a 
fresh wave of sorrow came over him as some of what he had said and done to the man with such a gentle 
disposition flashed through his mind. He reached towards the nightstand for a cigarette and lit it. Roger 
watched the smoke dance away from his mouth and up into the air. He tried to focus on the sensual, muted 
blue swirls instead of Rick, but it was pointless. Two soft knocks at the door ripped Roger back to the present 


moment. 

"What the fuck..", Roger mumbled as he lay in bed He would go to the door after he finished his cigarette. 
Maybe. He took a long drag before crushing the cigarette butt into an ashtray. Two more knocks came just 
then. Roger rolled his eyes as he lumbered towards the front door and swung it open a little too harshly. 


"Oh. Rick". Roger couldn't hide the surprise in his voice at the slightly smaller man standing before him. 


"Hello, Roger. |, uh..hope I'm not disturbing you.", Rick replied as he noted Roger's appearance. Bare chested and 


wearing only black boxers. 


"No..no. Uh, can | help you with something, Rick? Are David and Nick coming up?", Roger asked. He wasn't in the 
mood to deal with the 3 of them right now. That was the last thing he wanted to do. 


"They're not here. It's just me. l.uh...", Rick started and then paused as he felt his cheeks grow warm. 
"Yeah? Get on with it", Roger snapped as he shifted his position in the doorway. 


"I was just checking to see if you were okay. You haven't been round in a few days, but obviously you don't 


want to be disturbed", Rick snapped back as he turned and started walking away. Check up on him? Rick was? 


"Wait, wait. Rick, wait", Roger said as he stepped out into the hallway, hand outstretched slightly. Rick turned 


around as he glowered at Roger. 

‘lm sorry, Rick. | didn't mean to snap at you", Roger said, his voice softer. "Come in, please.” 

Roger and a now reluctant Rick entered the flat. As Rick passed him, Roger could have sworn there were 
tears in Rick's eyes. Another wave of deep sadness filled Roger's heart when he saw this and struggled to keep 
his own tears from spilling forth. He didn't want to hurt Rick Of course he didn't. Roger closed and locked the 
door behind them. Rick was bothered by how dark it was inside. Why hadn't Roger turned on any lights? 


"Sorry for the darkness..", Roger mumbled as he turned on a small lamp next to the couch where Rick had 


taken a seat. "Um..| can make tea or would a beer be better?". 


"l'Il have a beer, thanks", Rick said as he lit a cigarette, taking a long drag and looking down at the floor. Maybe 


he shouldn't have come. How could Rick think that Roger would remotely want him here? Hell, at one point 
Roger had told Rick he couldn't even stand breathing the same air as him. Coming here was a mistake. Roger 


was obviously quite fine, and he was his usual, charming self. 


Roger came back and handed Rick one of the beers and then took a seat on the other end of the couch. He 
didn't think Rick wanted to be close to him, and Roger wasn't quite sure he wanted Rick too close either. Both 
men sat in silence for a moment or so, neither one really sure what to say. Roger was inwardly kicking himself 
for being so sharp with Rick. And for what? All Rick was doing was seeing if he was alright. 


"How's everything at the studio?", Roger asked lamely as he leaned back on the couch, keeping his eyes on the 


bottle in his hands. 


"Fine, | suppose.", Rick said curtly and then his voice softened slightly, "But you haven't been there in almost a 


week". 


"So everyone wants me to come back, then?", Roger asked sarcastically and rolled his eyes. Nobody actually 
cared that Roger hadn't been at the studio in almost a week because something may have been wrong with 


him. They just wanted him to come in to work. That was all. 
"Only if you're ready to.", Rick replied gently. His gaze still remained on the wood floor beneath his feet. 


He couldn't bring himself to look at Roger again. He looked so vulnerable, and Rick knew he was vulnerable. He 
knew that something was wrong with Roger. That's why he came in the first place. When he saw Roger at the 
door Rick felt such sadness and.tenderness come over him that the only thing he wanted to do was take 
Roger in his arms. That's all he wanted to do right now even after Roger had snapped at him. If he looked at 
Roger again, Rick wasn't so sure he'd be able to resist the urge. 


Roger finally looked over at Rick on the other end of the couch and then looked back at the beer bottle, which 


it. Rick was always the sensitive one in the band. He could easily put himself in someone else's shoes. Very 


empathetic and was always there if someone needed a friend Even for Roger. 


"If you need more time,", Rick started as he turned his head a little towards Roger, "take it. | don't know what 
you're going through, but if you're still working through whatever it is then you should take your time coming 
back". 


"What makes you think I'm going through something?", Roger asked. Roger was a little bothered by the 
emotions welling up inside him. He didn't want someone to get close in trying to figure him out, to know that he 
may be going through some kind of turmoil. On the other hand, he wanted someone to break through to him. 
Break down all the walls he had put up and he wanted so desperately to connect and feel close to something. Or 


someone. 


"Well, you haven't been back in the studio for a week. When you left you were upset, so |..thought | would 


check on you.", Rick replied, feeling nervous as he formed his words. Roger would have only gotten pissed off 


at him for saying that. Rick knew it. 


‘Ie got to go", Rick said as he stood up and placed his empty bottle on the coffee table. "Thanks again for the 
beer". Rick still couldn't gather up the courage to look directly at Roger. But before opening up the door Rick 


turned to look at the man, who was all legs and arms, on the couch who was covered in shadows. 


"Listen, Roger...if you ever need someone to talk to, you know where to find me and you have my number. I'll 
be there if you ever need someone." Rick said softly. Rick lingered at the door for a few seconds and then 
turned the knob and opened the door when Roger said nothing. Rick decided he'd had enough awkwardness and 
what he considered to be rejection for the day. 


"Rick...wait.", Roger said as he drew in a sharp breath, his voice cracking. Roger had sat up, elbows on his knees 
as he buried his face in his hands. Roger gave into his needs, he couldn't ignore it anymore. Someone was 
reaching out to him, and he needed someone so badly right now. Someone like Rick. He didn't quite want to 
admit it but Roger felt comfortable crying in front of Rick, breaking down in front of him. He felt..safe with 
Rick here. 


Concerned and a bit surprised, Rick closed the door and padded back over towards Roger. Rick felt his heart 


crack as the sound of Roger's weeping fell on his ears. 


"Roger, what is it?", Rick asked gently. Hesitantly, he placed his hand on Roger's shoulder to console him as he 
stepped closer to him. The warmth of Rick's body radiated towards Roger, and he wanted nothing more than to 
feel Rick's warmth in his bones. A coldness always stayed with Roger and warmth was hard to come by. 
Feeling exhausted, Roger leaned his head against Rick's chest as tears ran down his cheeks. 


"Will you stay with me? Just for tonight?" , Roger asked, his voice barely above a whisper. Maybe he sounded 
pathetic, but he didn't care. He didn't fucking care anymore. 


"Of course | will, Roger", Rick whispered as he wrapped his arms around the broken down man clinging to him. 
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A few hours later, now into the late night, sleep was coming easy to Roger but he tried as hard as he could 
to fight it. He really wanted to talk to Rick but he just didn't know where to start. But he didn't want to talk 
about how he was feeling, about what was wrong now. The only thing he wanted to focus on was how it felt to 
be lying in Rick's arms. How Rick's breathing reminded Roger of ocean waves rolling over one another. How 
Rick's heartbeat reminded Roger that maybe love still existed in this world. How Roger still couldn't believe 
that Rick had stayed. 


"Is there anything | can do for you?", Rick asked as he stroked Roger's hair. Roger took a moment to answer 
him. He wanted the answer as to why Rick stayed with him, and Roger wanted to know if his answer would be 
what Roger thought it would be. He knew he risked ruining this moment if he asked. But Roger's heart yearned 


for the confirmation and the feeling was too strong to ignore, especially when Rick had cradled Roger so 
tenderly to his chest instead of pushing him away. Roger had to know. 


"No, thank you. But.. want to ask you something.", Roger started softly. 
"Yes?" 


"Why did you stay with me, Rick? After everything I've done to you..you still stayed. You didn't even hesitate 


when | asked.. 

Rick's heart beat faster, which didn't go unnoticed by Roger and a little flicker of hope shimmered in his 
darkness. Rick really didn't see the point in lying. Roger had been so vulnerable in front of him and he probably 
never would be again. So while their hearts were still so openly raw Rick took his chance. 

"Do you honestly want to know?" Rick asked, trying to keep his voice steady. 

"Yes. do." 


Rick took a deep breath as he held Roger closer to his chest, pressing his lips to the top of his head . 


"Because | love you, Roger". 


